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spite clearly being at their own house party, stand behind a pong table 
with red cups set up for a game of beer pong. Colored lights fall into the 
top of the frame, and the housemates fall over each other. “Focus, damnit!” 
Grant, on the left, yells. Ticia giggles, Liam says, “okay, okay, okay,” and 
they all straighten up and smile. Seven seconds.
 My dad stands on a short stage, the camera resting behind a railing so 
he can’t see it. Pink, purple, and turquoise lights point at the ceiling and 
illuminate beer signs at the Rocky Mountain Roadhouse’s, a tinny instru-
mental of Peace Love and Understanding plays in the background. He 
stands on his toes to dance, bending his legs and swaying, and singing. “So 
where are the strong,” his voice is loud and confident, “And who are the 
trusted? Where is the,” his voice starts to strain as he belts, “Haaaaa-aaar-
mony? Sweet harmony!” Fourteen seconds.
 The Flathead River rushes from the Hungry Horse Dam at the bottom 
of a ravine lined with bushes and trees. The camera sweeps up and to the 
right to my grandma on her tip-toes leaning over the concrete wall with her 
hands clasped, hair pulled back in a butterfly clip, looking straight down 
at the rock wall and not the water. “These actually aren’t very interesting 
rocks,” she says casually, “They’re all the same thing.” She turns away from 
the camera and the camera lowers to her feet. Nine seconds.
 Reuben stands in the living room, the kitchen behind him, holding a 
tiny brown chihuahua close to his face. He takes his lips off the top of the 
dog’s head to say, “Oh my gosh, Mike,” he sounds close to tears despite his 
huge smile, “You little baby boy.” He kisses Mike, who looks up and licks 
Reuben’s lips. Reuben recoils, Mike looks down, and he kisses Mike on the 
top of his head. Fourteen seconds.
 My family walks away from the camera on a hiking trail in the Swan 
mountains, my parents behind my aunt and uncle and cousins. My mom 
has a saggy old blue backpack, my dad wears jeans cutoff at the knees and 




Transition back into the beginning, 
stare at the blank page,
the anticipation waiting on the seams. 
Eager eyes wander down the lines,
beating hearts echoing in pink dusted ears,
heaving chests to remind us of the lack of oxygen 
as black ink seeps through to another page. 
Hands quiver waiting for a thought takes bloom. 
Starting from the back of the mind,
growing, sprouting, slowly taking root,
through the added pressure from intrusive thoughts. 
Taken from the prettiest of flowers, 
plucked before full bloom,
pulled out from the root. 
Dropped into a clear vase with tap water,
deprived of the nutrition needed to survive on its own.
Keep the dead remnants in the vase,
all the water drained,
clinging to the condensation on the window pane.
The vase formed into a graveyard of memories of when
the sun didn’t burn freshly opened eyes. 
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